26            CONFESSIONS  OF  AN  ETONIAN.
While awaiting him at the water's edge, among
other inventions to amuse ourselves, Kennedy
thoughtlessly snatching off my hat, set it float-
ing on the water; so taking him by the collar,
ere I had time to reflect, I swung him well into
Perch-hole. The moment he scrambled out,
there seemed to be no doubt on either side as
to what was to be done. Indeed, it would be
impossible to say which of us struck the first
blow, though the question with us now was,
who was to give the last. Perhaps any other
boys, as soon as the first burst of passion had
exploded, would have deferred the contest to
another opportunity, when each might be at-
tended by his second; but Kennedy breathed
nothing but immediate retaliation, and probably
he might wish to exercise himself after his im-
mersion. I also preferred the present time,
as, on giving the subject a momentary consi-
deration, during the early period of the fight, it
struck me as being most repugnant and un-
grateful to my feelings, to meet my greatest
friend in cool blood, to see which could batter
the other the most, and that, too, only to glut
the sight of hundreds.
In general, each battle at Eton is conducted
with all the etiquette incidental to the prize-
ring, under the latest regulations of the Bir-
mingham Youth, or White-headed Bob. Indeed,
one would here conclude that it was impossible